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The Horvat Collections Plays in Iowa!
  
  There are several very large collections of fanzines that still rest in private hands.  Honestly, 
preserving the history of fanzines is something that is best left to professionals, mostly due to the 
fact that they can best provide the physical conditions that will best allow a large collection to 
survive.  The collection of Mike Horvat is now in the hands of the University of Iowa, given to 
them after the building that they were housed in forced Mike to get rid of them, first trying an 
auction, but eventually going to U of I.  The quality of the collection is described by those who 
know best as "pretty good", which could translate to anything between 'amazing' and 'decent'.  
Knowing what I know about the Pelz and Carr collections that currently live in The University of 
California at Riverside's J. Lloyd Eaton collection, I'm not sure if it's on that level, but I 
understand that it is a significant and multi-faceted collection.  
  There are still many great collections of fanzines out there.  The largest collection of fanzines 
that I know of actually has very few SF zines.  It's mostly Punk zines from the 70s and 80s (about 
50k different titles from around the world, but mostly the UK and US) and earlier rock zines.  
These two strands may actually be the most significant periods in the history of amateur 
publishing when you look at what they led to in wider journalism.  
  The early rock zines of the 1950s and 60s were hugely important to the development of music 
journalism.  If you look at the reviews of the time, they were written by critics who were typically 
writing Jazz and Classical reviews.  The first wave of rock 'n roll fanzines were written by those 
who would go on to become music reviewers and later found magazines like Rolling Stone and 
Cream.  
  The Punk zine, which was savaged over the years by lots of different folks, may be more 
significant in that you can follow the roots up and see that the Zine Explosion of the 1990s 
certainly grew out of them.  The Punk aesthetic, informed, whether they knew it or not, by 
DaDaism, certainly changed magazine publishing, as there is no question that magazines like 
Wired took elements of their look from the pages of zines like Sniffin' Glue.

I Love Baseball!
  Believe it or not, there is a long tradition of Baseball Fanzines.  Starting in the early portion of 
the 1900s, baseball fans have been putting together fanzines for their favourite teams or players 
or just for the game in general.  The earliest I've ever seen, back when I used to appraise things 
like baseball memorabilia, I got my hands on a 1920s edition of Baseball Fan's Magazine.  I used 
to write for one called Catcher's Mask back before it went away with the death of the editor.  At 
one of the Catcher's Mask parties in the early 1990s, Ben showed a video of an at-bat with the 
radio call of the Cardinals great announcer Jack Buck.    
  Buck is a Hall of Famer in the football and baseball halls.  He was announcing a Cardinal vs. 
Reds game from Riverfront in the 1970s.  Joe Morgan had been fouling of shots for a few minutes 
and Jack, bored since the Red's had a 12-1 lead, begin reading the out of town scores.  He wasn't 
really paying attention at all and Morgan fouled a sharp drive into the seats and one of the fans 
made a dive like a third baseman driving to prevent extra bases.  The crowd went nuts, cheering 
the play since they had been rather bored for the last few innings.  Buck, hearing the crack of the 
bat and the cheers made a call.
  "A BIG home run for Joe Morgan, number thirteen for the year!" he said and then he must have 
looked down to see who was stepping to the plate, not really noticing what he had just said.
  "Now batting, Joe Morgan."
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Westminster Dog Show 2005
  What can I say, I like dogs.  All sorts of dogs.  There is no animal I enjoy more 
than a good dog.  Every year, the USA network puts on the Westminster Kennel 
Club Dog Show.  It used to pre-empt WWF's RAW and I never really cared since the 
Dog Show featured awesome dogs.  This year, as usual, I was glued to the TV.
  The first group, the Working Group, was as solid a field as there's ever been.  
There were at least five dogs who looked like they could have competed for the prize 
and that were as close to the Dog Standard as possible.  I'm a fan of the Komondor, 
and I spent some time learning all the breed standards and I've never seen a better 
at any Dog Show.  But, even with such a great dog, the Great Dane topped that, 
and so did a Boxer.  The winner was a Great Pyranees Mountain Dog.  The Great 
Dane was my number one, but the GPMD was in my top five, so I can't complain.  
  The Terrier Group was not nearly as competitive.  There was 
a beautiful Scottish Terrier, a near-ideal Miniature Bull, but 
no one came close to Coco.  Coco, six years old, ancient by 
WKC standards, had been the smart money last year when 
Josh, a Newfoundland, upset her.  She gave birth to a litter 
last year and came back and dominated the group.  The 
Terriers had a four hundred pound gorilla over-shawowing the 
rest of a typically strong group. 
  The other Monday groups were solid.  The Toy Group was won by a Pekingese that 
I thought looked like a Bantha.  It beat the number one dog in America, a Standard 
Poodle.  I actually thought that that the Pomeranian was a better dog, but that may 
just be because I know Pom standards better.  
  The Non-Sporting group was also excellent, especially with a three-way battle for 
the top in my eyes.  A Tibetan Spaniel, a Tibetan Terrier (not actually a Terrier) and 
a Chow Chow battled with the Tibetan Terrier winning.
  Tuesday featured a strong set of three groups, and three very strong winners.   
The Bloodhound took a solid hound group and the German Short-Haired Pointer 

won the sporting.  The Herding Group had a 
gorgeous Border Collie win, with an immaculate 
Puli from Stanford getting pulled to the final group.
  Best in Show was a tough call.  Coco was the 
crowd fave, but showed only well.  The German 
was on fire showing, as was the Bloodhound.  The 
Pekingese did well, but was nervous.  I still would 
have gone with Coco, or that Great Dane that lost 
out to the GPMD, but I can't say that the German 
Shorthaired Pointer didn't deserve the win.  It 
made the right stand at the right time.
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Breeding Space by Laurens Van Charante

  Another student film that simply blew me away, Breeding Space is a strange short that 
translates Patricia Highsmith's story The Snailwatcher to the screen.  It's one of those movies 
that just seems to fall into place exactly where you wanted it to while still giving you bits of 
surprize.
  The story is of a man, completely dissatisfied with his own marriage, who becomes enchanted 
with the way snails mate.  He spends hours watching them and their off-spring mate and mate 
again.  It's a bit disturbing, especially the close-ups of the snails in the heat of mating with a 
soundtrack borrowed from 1950s romance films.  It's slightly surreal, though at the same time 
you feel like there are any number of obsessed collectors that might be playing on the same field 
as our poor hero.
  The cinematography is dark.  So dark, it could be called darque.  Van Charantes has said that 
he was going for a film where the only light was that that came from the snail's tank, which this 
very nearly pulls off.  The acting is good, especially by the snails.  The ending, which you had to 
see coming, is about as satisfying as your gonna find in a dark comedy.  Van Charantes, then at 
Syracuse, hasn't made much of a splash since, though I understand he's done a couple of short 
films.  He's a talented Dutchman and I hope to see more from him.

A Very Short Story
When to Fold 'em

Stacey dropped her hand: Three kings.  Taylor dropped his: Straight to the Jack.  
  "Damn." she whispered, looking up into Taylor's eager eyes.
 Jackie smiled, an arbitor who simply wanted a winner.
  "You know the score, Stace."
  Stacey lowered the strap around her left shoulder.  Taylor, moved in quick for his bite. enjoying 
the flavour of a young ladies meat.  
  He certianly enjoyed her taste far more than she had his when she showed her full house.

M Lloyd on Aussie Rules Football
  My ex-husband and I moved to Australia, the land of his birth, in 1997.  He 
didn't have to convince me to make the trip, I knew I could love Australia more 
than the US because of Aussie Rules Football.
  It's an odd combination of violent gladiator match and soccer.  There's the 
obvious rugby connection, being a game of Houligans that happens to be 
played by gentlemen.  It's a brutal and fast-paced game, beautiful to watch if 
you're a sick bastard.  
  We moved to Geelong, where the single greatest footy player of all-time 
played.  Gary Ablett is easily the best to ever take up the sport.  A rugged 
individual, he was rough and tumble the whole way.  He's one of the top goal 
kickers ever, and even won the Medal for Best Player in the Grand Final when 
Geelong lost!  Of course, I think he kicked 10 goals that day.  He's not in the 
Football Hall of Fame due to some troubles after his career. He's not well-liked 
and some say he'd be a blotch on the Hall, but how couldn't they include him?




